CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
I DETERMINED to be alone on my last day in
Jerusalem, so that I might strike a mental balance
whilst all that I had seen and learned was fresh and
vivid in my memory.
To win quietness and peace I walked down to the
Basilica of the Holy Sepulchre, turned right, along
the pitch dark ambulatory at the foot of the Calvary
platform, and passed down the broad stairs to the
Armenian Chapel of St. Helena. I did not pause there,
but continued by the dangerous, deeply-worn stone
steps, to the dark cistern of the Finding of the Cross.
It was cool, utterly quiet, far removed from the din
and sectarian jealousies of the main floor of the great
Church. As my eyes slowly grew accustomed to the
dim light, I made out the statue of the Roman bar-
maid-Empress Helena on an altar, holding a replica of
the Cross which she is supposed to have discovered.
Under the overhanging virgin rock of the cistern is a
stone bench, and there I took my seat.
Association, naturally, brought my thoughts to the
last pitiful scenes of blood, of sweat, of anguish, and
oi dereliction in His life. Historically, there is every
reason to believe the accounts we still have left to us.
They tally in every particular with the usual procedure
of Roman executions of felons. More, the earliest of
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